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were put in a box in which we used to ship disassembled
aeroplanes, and we obtained a home with Captain
Jankovsky near our planes during the remaining time
of the competition.
The weather was mostly bad. Taking advantage of
every possible chance, usually at daybreak, I succeeded
by the middle of September in making most of the
required flights. My plane was leading with respect to
speed, climb, and useful load. However, it wras behind
in take-off and landing run. With the points now
gained, the chances of winning one of the prizes were
good; even the first prize appeared possible provided I
could take off from the ploughed field. If not, the
plane would not even have qualified for the competi-
tion and all our efforts would have been worthless.
The fact that the field was swampy could not be used
as an alibi. I had had as many chances to use it during
the good August weather as my competitors. The
accident was just my bad luck.